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EUGENE: 

A Romance of the Civil War 



MY boyhood's home was mid a rural 
scene, 
Where mountains, in majestic 
splendor, rear 
Their bold and rugged forms against the 

sky. 
On every side the tree-crowned, ancient 

hills 
Seem smiling on the fertile vales 
below. 
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Mid swaying boughs or on the mossy 

rocks 
The crows assemble, cawing with con- ' 

tent; 
And with the coming of the dusky night 
The owl's weird hoot is heard above the 

sound 
Of sighing hemlock and the fragrant pine. 
Amid the forest's shade the thrushes sing 
The sweetest song of any woodland 

bird; 
While cooling breezes from these wooded 

heights 
Bring health to all who breathe the 

bracing air. 
Where quiet hills at last recede from 

view, 
Beyond the shady groves and verdant 

vales, 
Each spot is like a happy dream to me. 
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The dell, the deep'ning glen, once more 

I view. 
And in fond fancy hear the brook's soft 

song 
As o'er the rocks its foaming waters pour. 

Hard by, amid the trees, a schoolhouse 
stood, 

On sloping knoll, beside the winding 
road ; 

The little school which was New Eng- 
land's pride. 

'Twas here we strove to do our bookish 
tasks. 

Refreshed, betimes, with sports upon the 
green. 

Again I see a little maiden fair. 

With eyes of blue, whose voice was soft 
and low; 

I watched her often when she little knew 
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The dreams that dwelt within my boyish 

mind. 
I helped her in her " sums," and taught 

her how 
To spin the top, and planned that she 

should share 
In all the joys that cheered those happy 

hours. 
Those dear old days, so full of light and 

life! 
Each seemed more golden than the ones 

before. 

But came, full soon, a time when all was 

changed ! 
The bugle-blast resounded through the 

land, 
" To arms ! to arms ! " And when that 

call I heard. 
With other patriotic youths I asked 
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To serve my country and defend her 

flag. 
Then to the beat of drums we marched 

away 
To join the ranks by the Potomac's side. 
The grief of wives and mothers none can 

know. 
Fond lovers gazed in tear-beclouded eyes, 
Dear eyes that some should never see 

again. 
Still others bravely stood and bade us go, 
With prayers that Heav'n would guide 

our wand'ring feet. 

Then went we on to Southern scenes of 

woe. 
On picket-duty oft, at night, I stood. 
And there, alone, beneath the stars I 

prayed. 
Repeating the blest Benedicite: 
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Oye stars of heaven^ bless the Lord; 
O ye winds of Gody bless the Lord; 
Praise Him and iHagnify Him forever.^^ 



Ah, peaceful heav'n ! canst thou thus 
smile to-night 

Upon these scenes of mortal woe and 
strife ? 

A frowning heav'n with thunders crashing 
loud 

Would be more fitting in this trying hour. 

" O cruel war ! " I cried, " to thus dis- 
tress 

A land so fair and drench its soil with 
blood." 

I thought of home. The glowing fire- 
side rose, 

A vision sweet before my dreaming eyes. 

" Dear home ! God bless my anxious 
ones to-night ! " 
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I seemed to roam once more the wooded 
hills 

For vines with which to wreathe the 
schoolroom desk. 

I thought of boyhood mates, and of 
that maid 

So dear a part of all my youthful 
days. 

I thought of how I called to say fare- 
well, — 

But she, alas ! was absent from her 
home. 

Then courage failed, no message could I 
leave ; 

Our paths diverged and widened ever- 
more. 

" Perhaps 'tis best my day-dream should 
dissolve 

And she should never know my thoughts," 
I said. 
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"And now she dwells in some far city. 

They 
Who knew her once/* I pondered, " know 

not where. 
But 'twas her love of pencil and of brush 
That called her to some famed and favored 

spot 
That nurtures art, perchance across the sea. 
While I, a soldier, am the toy of fate.*' 
Then thought I of a somber dream I had. 
Of wading with my comrades through a 

stream 
Whose waters in an instant changed to 

blood. 
Our clothes grew heavy ; tired were our 

feet. 
The night before this dream, about our 

tent 
There flew a flock of buzzards, — grue- 
some sight ! — 
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Those birds of sorry omen. Had they 

come 
To fatten, O my God ! on human prey ? 
My heart grew sick at the repulsive 

thought ; 
But soon my weary, lonely watch was o'er. 
And sleep's soft spell was on my spirit cast. 

When War's fierce tempest broke, the 

Union lost 
The first red clash, the battle of Bull Run, 
Fought by the sluggish stream which gave 

the name. 
Where, 'neath the burning rays of summer 

sun. 
Contending hosts baptized the land with 

blood. 
War's zeal seemed curbed till the ensuing 

spring. 

When once again was heard the battle-cry. 
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Then came the stern command, the march, 

the charge. 
And hearts grew faint and cheeks were 

pale with fear; 
The Nation's fate within the balance 

swayed: 
Betimes the Union lost, betimes it won. 
At length when came the bleak December 

days. 
The conflict fierce of Fredericksburg took 

place. 
That city on the Rappahannock lies, 
Encircled in a crescent range of hills 
That overlooked that awful battle-scene. 
Mid cannon's roar I saw my comrades 

fall; 
Then I, too, felt a stinging pain, and 

knew 
That I was wounded. Faint, at last I fell. 
And knew not I was later borne away. 
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The struggle ended. Lee's strong force 

had won. 
I waked within a church where wounded 

lay; 
The holy place was made a hospital 
Where meek-faced sisters came like blessed 

saints 
To breathe a prayer and bathe the fevered 

brow. 
I would recover, — so the surgeon said ; 
And soon they sent me to a private 

house, 
An old plantation-home, not far remote. 
Where I was given thoughtful, tender care. 
The nights were cold, but ever with the 

dawn 
A fire was kindled on my hearth by 

" Jim "— 
Old " faithful Jim," a servant tried and 

true; 
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And when again I sought my room at 

night, • 
I found the faithful servant had been there 
With fat-sticks, — or with " light-wood " 

as 'twas called, — 
Which I could light beneath the logs of 

pine. 

Yet these were restless, apprehensive days. 
Though soon the glowing hopes of youth 

returned ; 
And while I watched the little Negroes 

play 
And saw the sunshine resting on the plain, 
I felt new life come back to me again. 
Thus passed the day, and when the 

evening came 
The minstrels played the banjo and guitar 
And danced and sang their dreamy mel- 
odies. 



thenewycrT" 
HiBLIC LIBRARY 



ASTOK, LENOX AW» 
riLDEN FOUNBAnoK/s 



EUGENE 



My hostess' son, young Reginald, was 

home, 
He, too, with wounds, though they were 

not severe; 
But he must wait until those wounds were 

healed. 
And while his father and his brothers 

two 
Were at the front still fighting for their 

cause, 
The mother, aunt, and daughter, with the 

slaves. 
Kept up the stricken home as best they 

could. 
These slaves were loyal to the ones they 

served ; 
Their lives were rounded with a sweet 

content. 
Their cares were few, their wants were all 

supplied ; 
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And so when freedom came with its strange 

gift, 
Their hearts were loth to put by all the 

joys 

That clustered round their old plantation- 
home. 

*Tis true that there were masters cruel, 
base; 

In all the world 'tis everywhere the same ; 

The good and evil have forever dwelt, 

Since first the earth was founded, side by 
side. 

We often sat discoursing on the war*; 
And once I asked, " How could you, 

Reginald, 
Take arms against the glorious stars and 

stripes ? 
Your noble brow, your kind and faithful 

heart, 
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Holds not, I know, one drop of traitor's 
blood ! 

What strange compulsion spurred you to 
the deed ? " 

To which he made reply : " Believe me, 
friend, 

I loved my land and grieved to take up 
arms 

Against the flag for which my fathers 
fought, — 

The flag that made us free from tyrant's 
rule. 

But could I e'er forsake my native State, 

My childhood's home, my own dear fire- 
side. 

And leave my cherished kindred to con- 
tend 

In awful strife with an invading foe? 

I loved my flag ; I loved my hearthstone 

more, 
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And for my homeland I will fight and 

die ! " 
And as he spake to me his dark eyes 

flashed 
The while his breast with deep emotions 

heaved. 

At length I said : " I blame you not ; 'tis 
true. 

The course you took was righteous in 
your eyes. 

Each sees the picture from his point of 
view. 

I should have done the same as you have 
done 

Had I been placed as you were placed, I 
know. 

Henceforth you are a patriot in my eyes, 

Some day the North and South shall com- 
prehend 
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Each other's motives, then sweet peace 

shall reign. 
I am disabled and can fight no more, 
And soon shall rest within my Northern 

home, 
But you, brave friend, must join your 

ranks again. 
Yet both will hope that war may cease full 

soon : 
For this our hearts shall pray, and God 

will hear 
His children's agonizing cry for peace. 
The kindness you and yours have shown 

to me 
I'll ne'er forget. May Heaven bless you 

all! 
In brighter days, when swords have all 

been sheathed, 
I trust, brave heart, that we shall meet 

again." 
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PART TWO. 



THEN passed three years, three bitter 
years, of war 
Ere Peace could spread her fair 
white wings again 
And hover o'er this sorrow-stricken land. 
Again the stars and stripes were seen to 

wave 
O'er all the South which then in ruins lay. 
The Union was preserved, but Heav'n 

alone 
Could number all the scenes of dire dis- 
tress 
Which through the days of Reconstruc- 
tion came. 
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The months passed on and springtime 

came again. 
Then lovely June, with roses 'round her 

brow, 
Brought wreaths of bloom to perfume all 

the air, — 
That balmy air sweet with syringa's breath. 
Amid the shady boughs the blithesome 

birds 
In rapture twittered forth their morning 

psalms. 
And Heav'n seemed near, and souls that 

loved the light 
Held sweet communion with the Infinite. 

*Twas such a day, while seated on my porch 
With books and writings scattered all about, 
I saw a stranger up the pathway drive ; 
And, list'ning, heard him speak my name, 
" Eugene," 
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In mellow tones like those that greet the 

ear 
Within the sunny South where speech is 

soft. 
Spellbound I stood as in a waking dream, 
And then I cried, "O Reginald St. Clair ! " 
Then eyes of dark blue-gray looked into 

mine 
From under wavy locks of light brown hair. 
He seemed some older, but the same bright 

light. 
Whene'er he smiled, danced in his eyes 

again. 

It was a day one could not soon forget. 
A holy benediction seemed to rest 
Upon the peaceful summer air that held 
No sound more harsh than tinkle of a bell 
That marked the grazing-place of glossy 
kine, 
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Or the soft music of the vireo's song, 
The while a humming-bird the nectar 

sipped 
From morning-glories twined about the 

porch. 

We fell at once to talking of the War. 
He told me of his father's fatal wound, 
And how his brothers, later, both were 

slain. 
His voice grew husky, tears began to 

fall. • 
" When peace at last had been restored,*' 

he said, 
" I took my broken family-circle Northj 
To dwell at Troy, where placid Hudson 

flows. 
Our faithful old black * Mammy,' — she 

came, too. 
But all the rest we left behind in tears." 
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' I sought my parents ; they, alas ! were all 
The loved ones left me to present my 

friend. 
My brother fell before the conflict ceased, 
And his twin-sister grieved herself away. 
My father gave warm welcome to my 

guest, 
A kindly welcome to our hearts and home ; 
My mother greeted him with tender words. 
And when she learned his losses in the 

strife 
She sweetly said, " Your grief and mine 

are one; 
Still, let our sorrow hold this thought of 

Sweet Freedom reigns through all our 

glorious land. 
That which our fathers deemed was good 

and right 

We came to realize was wholly wrong ; 
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Now their mistakes are blotted out with 

blood, 
The blood of heroes sleeping 'neath the 

sod. 
We '11 twine the myrtle o'er the sacred 

graves 
Of our dear dead who wore the blue and 

While soft winds sing their plaintive re- 
quiem. 



>> 



A few days more he dwelt beneath our 

roof; 
Then I returned with him to his new home. 
We journeyed up the Hudson — " the 

sublime " — 
Whose waters, born 'mid Adirondack peaks 
Four thousand feet above the distant sea, 
Flow down to mingle with its hasting tide. 
In beauty rose the lofty Palisades, 
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Half hiding from our view the western 
sky. 

Amid those hills a restful silence reigned, 

And shadows deep were cast upon the 
stream 

Where boats, full-laden, floated ever down 

That watery pathway to the ocean blue. 

While passing quaint old Tarrytown my 
thoughts 

Were all of Sleepy Hollow, — " Slaeperigh 
Haven," 

The Dutchmen call it, — where the walnut- 
trees. 

With far-flung branches, cast their peace- 
ful shade. 

'Twas here, of old, that ghost and goblin 
dwelt ; 

The air was full of myths and lurid tales. 

At midnight, here, the headless horseman 

rode, — 
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That Hessian trooper's ghost whose head 
was lost 

In some great battle, many years before. 

Near West Point's shores, a monument 
recalls 

Brave Kosciusko, Polish hero, friend. 

Who, when our bold young land defied 
the King, 

Helped us to fight our way to liberty. 

In wonder lost, I gazed on Old Cro' Nest, 

And Storm King at the Highlands' north- 
ern point. 

Duyvels Dans Kamer on the left was seen 

(Or Powwow Rock, as it might well be 
called. 

For there the Indians met in noisy dance). 

Round Top came next, the Catskills' high- 
est peak, — 

Four thousand feet above the ocean's tide. 

And, like its mates, rich in historic lore, 
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For here the Red Men lived their wild, 

strange life, 
With Manitou, the Spirit, guarding all. 
Long since they journeyed to Ponemah's 

land, 
And now are in the happy hunting-grounds 
Beyond the fading sunset's purple glow. 
Amid these scenes in quiet mood I sat. 
Then thought I heard Dame Gretchen's 

earnest call 
For Rip Van Winkle, rousing as of yore 
The merry idlers at the village inn. 

At Reginald's I met old friends once more ; 
Fair Evelyn had, I thought, still fairer 

grown. 
She showed the charm of calmness born 

of grief. 
And ever through her long, dark lashes 

gleamed 
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The soul of sweetness, with strange ardor 
blent. 

Their home, though humble, seemed with 
sunshine filled. 

And every room breathed " Welcome " to 
their guest. 

The grounds, though small, were bright 
with many flowers 

(Such is the custom of the Southern folk), — 

Sweet plots of violets, lilies, mignonette ; 

While roses bloomed in beauty every- 
where. 

They climbed about the trellis by the 
porch ; 

They hid the lattice of the summer-house 

Where, later, oft I dreamed the hours away 

Till night advanced and one by one the 
, stars 

Shone forth and gemmed the splendid 

firmament. 
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'Twas then I asked those far-ofF shining 

lights, 
" For what end were you made ? why do 

you shine 
But that your gleam may lift the souls 

of men ? " 
But answer came not to my questing 

thoughts. 
Astronomy has taught men much, and still 
Unfolds new truths to their far-seeing eyes ; 
But more beyond all mortal ken must wait 
To be unfolded by the spirit's light 
In that vast world beyond the bounds of 

space. 

The days flew by, — those golden days 

of June : 
Oft Evelyn and I together strayed 
Through pleasant paths ; read, chatted, 

sang our songs ; — 
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Until I knew I loved her with a love 
My joyous heart had never known before. 
'Mid roses red, as we two strayed one 

morn, 
I breathed the secret of my beating 

heart. 
And asked if she would cast her lot with 

mine, 
" For better or for worse," through all the 

years. 
She pleaded time to weigh her answer well. 



Some days elapsed, the while my raptured 

thoughts 
Were all of her and of the years to be. 
Was it a dream that one so good and 

fair 
Would by her gracious presence glad the 

ways 
Wherein we two would journey to the end ? 
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With blissful hopes I stayed my spirit till 
Again we walked amid the roses red : 
Once more I told the story of my love. 
She smiled her answer and the world was 
glad. 

The shadows of the past then softer grew 
Within the solace of our perfect love. 
And when October's fruitful days had come 
And purple grapes upon the trellis hung ; 
When trees were decked in all their splen- 
did hues 
As if in honor of our wedding-day, 
'Twas then we wed, — my Evelyn and I. 
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